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plow handles much,
most shapely crook ;
How they'd inspire my hands to cluteh
pole by the brook!

fish
And when the plowing was begun
My stapa would not be stayed,
How quick & furrow I could run
Directed 10 the ahade!

And then when came the planting morn,
All In the sun (ntense,

How nimbly could I drop the corn
And olimb up on the fenee |

Haymaking time doth make mare lithe
The muscies and the thews;

How sweet 1o awing the glittering seythe=
Across a bough and snooge !

And when the garden ahould be made
‘T'were rife with rural charms

To go forth with the trusty sapade
And dig some angle worms,

And how delightful It would be,
With arms all strong and stout,
To drive the ax Into the tree
So it would not come out.

And If the fences lacked repalr,
Indeed ‘twould stir the bicod
To go and hunt an opening where
My nelghbor's dauvghter stood !
—A. W, Dellaw, in Detroit Free Presa.
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CHAMIER IX. ~CONTINUED,
“What is it, my child?" he asked, lay-

ing his hand on her hair.
quarrel?”

“Yes," she whispered.
have ever had.”

“Well, well, we all know that lovers
never part after a first quarrel,” he
said, in & quiet matter-of-fact tone that
calmed her nerves. “What was it all
about, little one, if an old man may
ask?”

“It arose out of a very simple speech
of mine which seemed to annoy
Michael," answered Olive, her checks
flushing and paling as she recalled the
afternoon’s experience. “'We were sit-
ting under the trees in Kew Gardens,
and I asked him if we could possibly be
happier than we were then?"

“Michael took offense because you
were too casily contented, and one word
followed unother?” said Uncle Wake.

“Yex." Olive considered for n mo-
ment, and then repeated all that she
could remember of the conversation.
Afterwards a silenco fell upon them
both, and the roll of wheels in the
Strand sounded bat faintly in their ears,
It was Olive who broke the pause.

“If 1 could only believe that this was

“A lover's

mercly a difference of opinion, and not |

a difference of spirit, I should be ecas-
ier," she said.
think that my ideal life is an absurd
dream. He cannot realize any kind of
happiness that is not founded on self-
interest alone. e eannot comprehend
any joy outside himself.
rible it seems to say these things about
the man whom 1 love with all my
beart! Help me, Uncle Wake, speak
kind words and comfort me!"

This was an appeal which Samuel
had not expected to hear for many a
day. He had not known that Olive bad
been rapidly gaining powers of pene-

~ID ROT HEAR NMIS APPROACIL

tration. He had not thought that the
books he had given her would have
done their work so soon.
could he dare soothe her with false
comfort, or give her the broken reed of
a lie to lean upon? How could he throw
dust in the eyes that saw Michue! as he

really was, and yet prayed to be
blinded?

“Olive," he sald, tenderly, “I am
afraid it is the fate of nearly all good
women to be somewhat disappointed in
the men they love. A.man's daily
struggle with the world is almost sure
to harden him. Every true woman has
within her that capaclty for scelf-sacri-
flce which wakes it easy for her wo
comprehend the one great sacrifice.
Like her Master, she longs to go about
among the people, and do them good.”

“But will he never feel as 1 do?" she
asked, mournfully.

*'Not altogether, perhaps.  Olive, you
te jove him without giving

’
]

“The first we |

“But Michael seems to |

Oh, how hor- '

And how

soar. If do this, will neither
content nor yourself. You will al-
ways be haunted by the sense of loss,
and he will know thut you are not satis
fled.”

She turned her eyes upon him with »
{ gnee of intense saxiety.
“How can two walk together unless

~—ane sees it every day,” Samuel Wake
answered. “If you marry a man whose
thonghts are not your thoughts, nor his
Ways your ways, you must prepare to
tread a difficult path, my child. Your

Jove, and the instincts of a true wife,
can make a woman wise and strong.”
“And I love him, 1 do love him!" she

have beheld him making a fresh toilet
in high good humor. Edward DBatters-
by had met him, and had invited him
to dine at a fashionable restaurant that
evening.

“Men are made of tougher materials
than you faney,” Uncle Wake replied,
with o reassuring smile. “le looked
well enough when I saw him. Take
my word for it, that headache was an
excuse for illtemper. Don't be fussy
about him, my dear. He will find his
way back to you when the fit is over.™

Then he brought one of the books
that were piled upon the table, and be-
gan to read 8 poem aloud. The verses
were well chosen, and his voice was
pleasant to her ears. 5o the afternoon
glided into evening, and when Mrs
Wake came home, more pensive and
shadowy than ever after her visit to
Jessie, Olive was able to meet her with
cheerfulness. It was hard to see Mich-
acl's vacant place at the supper table;
but Uncle Wake encouraged her with
smiles, and talked quite openly of the
absent lover,

“1f he does not come in on Monday or
Tuesday, 1 shall go and look him up.”
he said. *“Ah, Mrs, Wake, how unrea-
sonable you used to be if 1 ever dared
to have a headache! It is only women
who are allowed to be invalids. A lover
ought to have an iron constitution.”

“You always had,” his wife remarked,
“but Michael is not made of iron, and
he looks as if he had nerves. Perhaps
he is o little irritable sometimes. 1
know he has a short manner, but what
is manner when a man is hardworking
and steady? When 1 looked at our poor
| Jessie today, 1could not help thinking
of Olive's good fortune.”
| For years, everybody had been talk-
iimz to Olive about her good fortune.
|

Who was she, that such a clever young

man should have set his heart upon |
The girl had always been hum- |

| her?
ble and grateful, and she was humble
and grateful still; only a subtle change
was stealing over the humility and
gratitude. She did not think less of
Michael, nor was she
mind, but she had begun to use cer-

| tain facnlties which had been undevel- |

| oped in her village home,

|

She had learned lately that there are
certain aspirations which cannot be |
at love's command, with- |

stifled, even
ont self-degradation. Truly he who
| findeth his life in this world only, shall
[ lose it; the worship of things that per-
ish in the using destroys all spiritual
| life in the worshiper. Olive had found
out this truth.

When she lay down to rest that night
she fell into a peaceful sleep,
dreamed of the old downs and ficlds of
her childhood. Michael was roaming
with her through those ealm meadows,
rich with the purple and gold of sum-
mer. He was once more the yvounger
ahd simpler Michael of the past; they
were happy in the old-fashioned way of
rustic lovers. Then Jane and Aaron
joined them, and they followed the
course of the rivulet through the grass,

She awoke suddenly in the light of a
London day, with that dream-lnughter
ringing in her ears. And then all the
bitterness of yesterday came back like
a flood, and she remembered that she
and Michael had drifted apart.

But downstairs there was the every-
day life awaiting hier, full of its whole-
some  work and cheerfulness. A
there was a note from Michaeel, ad-
dressod to herself, and written late on
Sunday night,

“Dearest Olive™ (it ran), Do not
wonder at my absence for a fow days,
I hope to bring you good news when I
come, My head is better.

“Yours as ever, M. C."

CHAPTER X.

“HOW THE OLD, OLD TIeS ARE LOOSENED, ™

Olive lived cheerfully on that brief
note all through the week. Michael
had forgiven her, and the world was
bright again,

He came to see her on Sunday after-
noon, but the visit was short. Edward
Battersby had claimed him for the
evening.  All his dreams were about to
be roalized, suceess was within  his
grasp, and Olive listened to his explana-
tions with wonder and delight.  There
was no doubt as to the working of his
new plan; it had already been tested
with the most satisfactory results, and

Meanwhile Edward BDattersby was
overwhelming him  with tokens of
good will,  Everyone in the works was
aware of his exaltation; he was to re-
ceive more substantial rewards later
on, but even now he was recognined as
& person of Lthe highest importance.

“What does Aaron say to all this®
asked Olive, when Michael pavsed to
tako breath. *1 wish he would cowe
and see we "

their spirits are one?' she said, with a '
h.
uq'limll‘.ly union and spiritual disunion |

own heart must help you in the matter; |

suid. “Perhaps he is ill and suffering |
at this moment, and 1 am not near
him!"

If she had been near him she would |

less ]n\\‘L\‘ in |

und !

and laughed for very gladness of heart, |

was to have a longer and fuller trial. |

Michael frowned Impatiently.

“Why do you think of Aaron?™ he
sald; “he was always a gloomy fool
who could not help himself, and lately
he has been insafferable.”

| *“He is unhappy, Michacl.” Her face
| was troubled. “You see, he has long
| been wanting to make a home for
Jane, and when they lowered his wagen
| he lost heart. But now that your sue-
cess is assured, dear, you will be kind
to him?"

| “Kind to him!" Michael repeated
angrily. *‘I shall be heartily glad to
see the last of him, and hear the last of
his maundering talk about old times,”

said sadly, “and there is pooi Jane to
be considered.”

“1 don't know why I should consider
Jane," returned Michael loftily. *“She
certainly has no claim on me. But this
is always the case, when a man succeeds
in life, all his old acquaintances hang
round his neck like millstones. He s
not allowed toenjoy the fruits of his
own toil alone.™

“Dear  Michael!” her hand softly
tounched his. *“Ought one to enjoy the
fruits of one's toil alone?"

“You are a most extraordinary girl,
Olive,” he said, in the indulgent tone
she knew so well. “*Yon never lose o
chance of sayving something sentimental
—something taken from one of your
favorite books! But never mind, I will
not let anything mar our pleasure to-
day. You are free to talk to your uncle,
and tell him all our good news.”

Her face brightened in an instant.

“Dear Uncle Wake," she said, “he is
talways so glad to hear of anyone's
prosperity."

“*Well, he has had little enough of his
own to be glad of," remarked Michael,
with a contemptuous laugh. *“What
will he say when he has to part with
you, Olive? Anyone can see that you
are the light of this house; but I can't
lend my illuminator to other people
much longer. And I wish yon would
give up that wretched flower business,
little woman.”

“Don’t ask me to give it up just yet,"
she said, in a sweet voice of entreaty,
“Please don't. 1 will promise to be
very gpood and obedient by and by, ™"

*1 suppose 1 must be contented with
that promise,” he answered, affably.
“but I am glad you keep well out of
sight ut that flower shop. 1 don't want

my wife's face to be known to the pub-

: Ny

EHE SCARCELY NOTICED HIM.

| Hie yet. Do you know, child, I intend
| that you shall ereate o sensation? Yon
will be a noted beauty one of these
days, if you take care of yourself and
do as [ tell you.”

A richer bloom rose to the soft cheek,
but the lips quivered as if with pain.

“1 should hate notoriety," she said,
proudly,

“Nonsense! you won't hate anything
in your new life.” he replied, kissing
her. "It will be a life of charming
dresses and jewels; what can a woman
desire more?”

“Ohy, 1 shall want much more than
that,” she answered, looking frankly
up at him with clear eyes.

! But he only laughed, and went his
way.,

More days went and eame, and he
did not eorae, but frequent notes made
amends for his absence. Olive went
about her daily business with the light-

| est of hearts and the brightest of faces.

Unele Wake rejoiced with her in her |

jov, and Aunt Wake talked of nothing
but weddings and bridal array, Some-
times when Olive looked back to the
Sunday afterncon in Kew Gardens, it
| seemed very dim and far distant, She
| could hardly recognize herself in the
girl who had sat under the larches and
had been so passionately miserable that
day.

Ah, she would ask Michael to take
her to the gardens again when he had
| time enongh to spare. She must have
| bebn in a foolish mood when they were
[ there last, or his headache, perhaps,

had mude him fructious. His letters
| were so affectionate and kind that her
| doubts were all beginuning to disappear,
, He had been hardened, absorbed; every
' merve had  been strained in his long
| struggle, but now that the end was
| guined there would be peace.  Yes,
and leisure for thoughts of others and
| Boodd deeds and gentle words,

The one clond in her bright sky was
{ Aaron. She had written to him gnce or
twice but there was no reply, and he
never falfilled bis promise of coming to
see her again.  Jane was beginning to
despair, but Olive still wrote to her in
a cheoerful struin, beggiog her pot to
give up all hope. Surely something
could be done for Aaron by and by;
and if Michael still refused to come
to the aid of his old friend Olive re-
solved to take the watter into her own

—

*‘But he was our early friend.” she |

bands. In some way or other Aaron
should be helped out of the slough of
despond.

She was so busy with her own
thoughts and hopes that although Sea-
ward Aylstone came several times to
the florist's shop she searcely noticed
him. Asina dream she heard hiscalm
volce, ordering sprays of ivory and
roses, and in a dream still she wove the
flowers and leaves together. She did
not know that his glance always turned
to the corner where sho sat with her
pretty curly brown head bent over her
work. She dikl not know that he lin-
gered long at the counter in the vain
hope of secing her lift her eyes or of
| hearing her speak. Another girl less
| absolutely true of heart would have ob-
| gerved his freguent comings and goings
| and have drawn her own conclusions,
|' But Olive was under a potent spell.

At last, when the days were suitry
and still and London was emptying
fast, Michael came to see her again.
| He came, as he had been wont to do, on
a Sunday afterncon and found Olive in
the parlor upstairs. At the sight of

him the Wakes, husband and wife, dis-
Cereetly vanished.  And they said to

each other in confidence that they had
gever seen him look so worn and
strange.  Olive, too, was struck with

this “strangeness” and met him with
an anxiety that shaded her joy.

‘Dear, you have worked two hard,”
she said.

Yet as she looked at him again she
saw that he had guined something by
the loss of his fresh color; the pallor
gave u new refincment to his face. His
clothes, too, seemed to be worn in a
new and easier fashion.  He moved less
stifily and spoke more quietly.

*I believe 1 should have broken down
entirely.” he said, “if it had not been
for the sea breezes. The Battersbys are
at South geq, and I have been running
| down to sce them.™

“*Then you are quite intimate with

| them now, Michuel? Are they nice
| people? Is Mrs, Battersby a good,
| motherly woman? Are there any

Oh, I am =0 glad they are
ns!™ eried poor

daughters?
going to be kind to
Olive in her simplieity,

An uneasy look flitted across Michael's
face.

“My dear girl, you should not fiy
into ruptures on small occasions,™ he
remarked, coldly. “How is one to an-
sweor such a string of questions? First
of all, there is no Mrs. Battersby. And,
as Mr. Battersby is a feeble old man
whose mind is fuiling, 1 cannot get very
intimate with him.”

“Oh,” said Olive in a disappointed
tone: "and there is no daughter?™

“Well, yes, there is a daughter.”™ e
admitted the faet with a curious relue-
tance. *“‘But she is a good deal older
than yon arc: and—and yon would not
find her a sympathetie person, 1 think.”

“Then she is not nice, is she?" Olive
| nsked.
| *1 really don’t know swhat you mean
by ‘mices’ it is a woman's word.”

Michael tried to smile nuturally, and
only produced n strange contortion of
the lips.

“Uut if people are not sympathetic
they can't be nice,” persisted Olive un-
wisely, *“‘Youn think her horrid, and
don’t like to say so.”

He tlushed angrily.

*1 have never thought anything so
preposterous,” he said.  **]1 only meant
that Miss Battersby was calm and sen-
sible, and not given to romantie dream-
| ing.™
| The speech was spoken in o tone that
| pained Olive deeply. She strove to talk
‘ on as if nothing had hurt her, but she
[ |

was not able to pretend a cheerfulness
that she did not feel. Michael had not
suida word about their future plans,
he did not tell her that she must soon
| come toa new home. [He talked in a
vague way of changes at the works, and
of old Mr., Battersby's uncertain life,
and said that Edward Hattersby hated
trouble and business. And then he
suddenly got up to go, and gave her o
cold kiss at parting.

“When shall 1 see you again, Mich-
acl?” she usked.
|  “ldom’t know. 1 wish 1 conld fix u
day. for coming,” he answered: *“*but
Edward is always wanting me, and |
am so worried and hurried that there s
scarcely time to think. However, |
will write if 1 do not come.™
| When he had gone, Olive went away
to her little room and sat down by the
bed in otter bewilderment. The per-
son that she loved, her promised hus-

band, of whom she had thought
{ howr after  hour, what had  be-
come of him? It was not

| the old Michael who had just left her,
! but some one with a different manner
| and a cold heart. Success had eome,
that suceess which had been so longed
for, and was this all that it had brought?
The window was left open, but the hot
London air that came in did not cool
! her burning temples. Oh, to be at
| Eastmoen now, and feel the breeze
| blowing fresh fyom the old hills.
' Uncle Wake did not like the aspect
of affairs, und saw that Olive was look-
I g pale and sad. He sent her to chureh
|
i
i
|
|

with his wife, and meditated over the
state of things without deciding on
what was best to be done,
to him that Michael was disposed o
draw back; but if it were so, Samuel
| Wwas not o man to drag him torward
{ Better that this rare flower should
wither on its stalk, than that an unwil-
ling hand should be forced to gather it
[ro ne coxtiNurn |
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It seemed

) Excusalile.
"i';o monkey business, there!™
“But officer, I'm an organ grinder, "~
Puck. ¥

——

A CRAFTY DEER.

The Method By Which & Wary Ol4
Escoaped Parsuit,

from their hardships in the o
his covert, will run into another |

haunt where a young animal has takey
refuge, and tura him out, lying dowy
in his place, no doubt hoping with al}

not know thedifference. Hurried forth
from that resting-place, he then doubley
and turns, and perhaps takes to the wy.
ter, not only as solace for his lirated
blood Lut to throw the hounds off the
scent.  One old stag, mentioned jg
“Forty-five years of Sport,” had eveg
more udvanced ideas than these,

For muny years past Lord Lovat had
been trying to hunt down this stag,
picknamed “Square Toes," but us the
animal had extraordinary cunning, it
was fifteen years before he succeeded
in getting a shot at it. At last, ope
day, when he and his stalker were in
hot pursuit of “Square Toes™ uud his
several hinds, the animals ascended a
hill, and as they roached the sky-line,
the hinds nlone secemed 1o eross it
Again the old strategist had mysters
ously disappeared.

The stalker ook down his glass and
shut it with a slap., and Lord Lovay
cqually disgusted, resigned himself 1o
tho usuul sitnation. Among the men
present, however, was o new hand, w ho
declared bashfally, that of the
hinds, in going over the sky-line, ap
peared to have three ears.

“My lord,"” eried the stalker, jovfally,
on hearing the remark, “von styg is
with the hinds: we'd better be goipg®

l[n\\'c\'t‘r, Lord Lovat huad seen no
reason for believing the stug to be there,
and still hesitated.

“There's no time to be lost,™ ir
the man.
going!”

“But how on carth do you malke that
out?”" askked his master.

“Well, my lord,"” replied the man, “it
you will be starting, to zave time, [ will
tell you as we go. When yon get tathe
top of the bill we shall see Square Tocs
or I am mistaken, for do you not know
von lad suid one hind seemed to Lave
three ears? Well, it's just possible you
third ear was a brow antler, and the
cunny beast has all this time been ‘do-
‘ng us’ by throwing his horns on his
back, and getting in among the lLinds,
when going over the sky-line.™

Over the hill they vode, and fonnd the
clever stag placidly feeding.  Sad to res
Iate, his career as an inventor was then
and there cut short, but his “method™
has probably passed on, in teadition, o
other members of the herdi—Youlli's
Companion,

e

dsted

*Come, my lord, let us be

The May Wide Awake

Opens with a defightfully fantastis and
oriental rhyme deseriptive of eth
of the guwut, Itis by ot
with o frontispicee llustration by I
Fens, il s ealledd “1'he Bamiboog | e
The leading articleof the number (<plene
didly Hlustrated) 1s Adaline Fordloon's

thie |

'l.hl‘il‘” !

stirving  deseription of A Moedueval
Stronghold,” the great French castle of
Mervefonds, which, dismanticd by
Richelien, has been restored Ly the
famons French uwrebitect, Viollot-ie-
Duc,  Philip Hule's story, A Gramn of

Sand," is one of the good things of the
vumber. Miss Helen Gray Cone tells
nbout “A Picture Book of 1780

liam Blake's homemade and band
VSongs of lunocence;,™ Alexander |
hasa unique hll‘t‘pi.l;j_:"l.'ill' story, ’

e
wik
Upper

Nine:* M. R. Ryerson contributes a
charming story of a little stadio v,
“Phebe Stout—Sculptor,” There 5 a

bright story for Decoration Day, * Al
most & Deserter,” Ly Mivian Brastow,
atd o stireang odg foe the came e
al oceasion, wddressed o Amesican Lovs
and girls—"Decuration Day.” by Ll
bridge 8 Brooks; Mrs, Bwma Hont o
ton Nason has< o charming set of
"My Lady of Muke-Beliove;" Licut.-
Col. Thorpdike gives in his series of
One Man's Adeentaras, an aceount of Lis
TUetting Away from Gibealtae ™

~ ',

—aA party of cultivated people (sur's
the Concregationnlist) stood before au
ancienteathedral admiving its gramiour.

which several centuries of existence
bad failed 1o dim. 'The noise of the
cars in the immediate vicinage so ans
I‘i-_\t'\l one of the lad vs of 1he P d
that she impulsively said, U1 worddr

why ‘hr‘y bailt
the raflroad!™

te cathedra! so pear

—Young Medieal Man—Thank g i
ness, [ have polled throngh my exams
at last. It is horeible to think of all the
Bard work 1 have had to o the ugh
these last four yvars, Eide l'l‘\' Pracus
tioner—\Well, my deay colivague, there
Is one consolation: Vo won't have any-
thing to do for a leng, lung while now.

lh"l' llhl:i.

—To Regulate the Length of the Ses
mon-=Vestryman--"lave you tulking
clocks?  Jewgles=I can have one
made to order ™ Vestryman~"Well, we
want one that will pronounee the bones
diction at noon and ut 9 o'clock L
Jeweler's Weoekly,

-Polly—8o you are reald= and truly
engaged— haw did 1t o we ety Pad
sy—\Well, papa raid didn's eare
minmn suid she didn't ¢uve, Jack suid
didn't cove, nand 'm sere 1 didn't cur
so we boecame enguued,

HTE
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*‘4::1“1 tolL—=Yout ‘:ll;_'l'.tl-‘n--— S gitie
son s o good sallor.  He st be sl
to brine,” Mayne Top—"lle ought 1o b,
His futher rans o plokle fuctory. — Kaw

Field's “'-hll‘.\ll'.‘luu.

Decr have learned wonderful cunning

1‘
1
ol
Mq _

Sometimes & wary stag, started up from

1

his pantiog heart that the hunters wij}




